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* Ho! WHM who poundsat the
- | FRS = 2 o % 4

Such .'ou in Dlympua-{waa ne'er heard be-

I wonld s.eep—get ye gonme—I'm siling, I'm

sick,
What ¢ r)’“ sgain—~who is calling

» Arouse ve! Arouse ye! It's dawning again—
The star that once beamed over Bethlehem's

The sab bf tiie Wagl, that sh th
] shome on the morn
Whenleargh'stiles -ed Saviour, the Onrist-child
~wus boym | ’
“H&™ HBY Yi1t s0? Then I'lup andaws:
Mﬁgﬁ ns Ebe Goblins can ggrne:m m)’r

-

Then e roared stch s laugh as he sprang out

It starflediths stars in the sky overhead,
And they wisked at each otu{ar as much as to

. AT .
There Eb&wtng gone wrong and 0Old Nick

Il A,y

Tt togk bat & moment to jump in his boots

L]
To ‘Illphﬁm“_ﬂp in the I)eag of fur suita,
To run’to the close: wnd dra ¢ out his pack,
Whichi he swung with a chuckle across his

broad hack;

Thenof to the stable he dashed through the

SN0
Where :I;u";l'alndm were praneing, all ready
go.
He wasup ina Jiffy, and cracking his whip,
With o THi tu’ére:'?:' my hearties  he let the
_.xeins slip.

Straight down through the welkin they sped
likethe lishe
Without panse or turn to the left or the right:
The clb‘:;‘ !tdﬂiued their skirts to get of of
e track,
The winds shrunk alarmed—all quite taken

aback
E’en th a:lomla drew in hsste a veil over her
-
Bo quick cracked the whip and so fast wasthe

yace;
And he pealed out a langh so jocund and gay
That Aurora woke up long before it was day;
Oh, never auch sleigin-ride was ridden before
As that of St. Nick with his rich Christmas

- 8tore!

Far donl: in the distance Earth rolled fast
" aslerp,

Dark night naving wrapped it in silence so

decp
That the children, tucked close in their snug
, lttie beds,
Whence nothing peeped out save their cheru-
bim heads
Were dreaining of fairies, of frolic and fun,
And other stern facts of a life just b gun.

It was thr;!a by the clock, when out on the

roo.
The tinkle of slaigh-bells and taps of a hoof
Made their little hearts bound and flashed
round the Earth
A nmﬂg ur'u;c'h ns welcomed the Lamb at {ts
g
But they wokenot. Oh,no! Old Nickissosly
He f:lstens a padiock on euch prying eye,

With a “Whoa, there, my pretiies,” he stops
with n jerk,

Lighisg l}gw pipcl.‘ swings his pack, then away to

wWor
Over steeples and house-tops, in windows,
~ down tlues,

8o ﬂwt.l)‘on would think he had wings to his
shoes,

In pantries he pceps and through bedrooms
he whirls,

Now ktsallng the babicg, now pinching the

rls,

Filling up all their stockings with goodiesand
1Ov=,

Nor torlze'ct.iug the switch, always left for bad
MIVE,

Then on thronzh the piay-rooms to plant
thire met trees,

Which grow dolidies and drams with such ex-
quisite eise.

What a jolly fat fellow! so little and spry,
With round dimpled cheeks and a fine flash-

ng ave.
Hair Jewcled with hailstone, and such a red
nose,
It lizht< ap the puthway wherever he goes!
Then his rich, morry lnugh —ah ! never, I fear,
Wil musie 80 swest ngain gladden the year!

But time tiies apace. ¥Even now a faint rav
Btrugs.es up through the Kast as the Herald of

uay

The winds wake in protes: and scatter the
RNOw

Now, listen! the signal! I hear the cock crow.

‘" Ho, ho!" cries Old Nick, with his cheeriest
warning,
“Merry Christmas to all, snd to all a good

e I Edward C. Hancock
— g - ancock.

THE BELLS OF CONNYVILLE.

A CHRISTMAS STORY.

Ox a beautiful summer’s afternoon, more
than fifty years ago, the fund people of
(:nnnrviife hung a ehime of bells in the ivy-
mantied belfry of 8t. John’s Church; and
after the good parish minister had preached
8 sermon appropriate to the oceasion, it was
voted, as their sexton was growing feeble,
that Ezra Potts should in future be in-
trusted with the care of the little church and
the ringing of the fine musieal bells that had
just been hung in the belfry. So Ezra Potts
was made kexion, and though thirty years
had punssed away since the day the chimes
were hung, yet he still performed the simple
duties of his long-continued oifice. L

He had grown to be nearly fifty-nine yelrg
old, and though his dark hair was tinged
withrgilver, his step was firm and light
and his strong frame was still unbent. lle
was a sturdy fellow, this Ezra Potts, with a
broad, smooth, iu-nlnl face—a good and
merry heart will smooth over a sight of
wrinkles—and his eyes were as brimful of
mirth as they could he. In fact, this Ezra
Polts was as good a man as you often meet,
antl the children all loved bhim dearly and
calléd him Futher Potts, and the older folks
all loved him, too, and would shake the hon-
est hand and speak to him as Brother Potts.

Yes, he was nearly fifty-nine the Christ-
mas eve he lighted his lantern and left his
cosy eotta Ewlio up the hill through the
snow Lo chime the bells, as was the custom
on every Christmas eve since the bells first
came to Connyville. He was very happy
that night as he walked up the village stree

ast the ehop windows gay with toys an

ri¢-a-briae, and merry with the groups of
children gathered ‘round to feast their eyes
and chatter with their boisterous tongues,
for-he bad in mind the happiness abroad
that night and the joy that would be awak-
ened with the children in the morning. Be-
gides, he nad bought his wife a new gown
snd 8 large-print Bible, which he knew
would pléase her very much, and a little
lame girl down the street would find a well-
filled ftoeking beside her bed in the morn-
ing;, andshe would guess that Futher Potts
put it there.

But amidst all this gayety and his own
happiness there was something thattroubled
him, and a sigh escaped his lips, and Invol-
untarily he walked slower as he ascended the
hill to ring St. John’s bell; and as he wend-
ed on his busy thoughts were drifting ten
years back, when his daughter Kitty was
geventoen—a brlihw” rl she was, pe-
tite in figure. an th a cinating grace
in manner that m:;le her a t?lllrorisa wl;: al
the good pﬂﬁh Connyville. He, Ez
loves that gir] with all his great might an
mind; she was such a winsome creature it
'nu](i have been hard, indeed, for anybody
to do oOtherwise: but if he loved her too
fondly he Was rebwiked, God knows, and bit-

tw'

l'gi'uw-rm:nl«m-umo belle of that quiet vil-
Jage, Kitty had many suitors, for the right
sort of a fmirl will turn the heads of half the
awains in any village; but the most favored
weas; Ephrai » & reputable young
mner of sterling qualities, whom Ezra
loved ashe W bave loved his som, and
after 4 varied courtship of little ups-and-
@uh;'mr they had their quarrels and
. ations which go to make up the
‘of human love affairs, he, in the

S g A L e

SRR

oW . af-
: rim in' ‘gn&“ a wait-
; heér answer. she could have
45 on the spot he might have It if he

.On "d""_..n c

‘and opened the great door to go out into the

wanted. They were very happy till June | he supposed held only s fine, fat Christmas
came, with its balmy air and fragrant bios- | turkey.
® with~ft eame-nwild, handsome | -**Uh : ! oh, my soul! It'sa

" .
fellow up from the city down by the sea to
while away his time among the hills ana
trout brooks of Commyville. Now he found
Kitty out and made her sequainiance; aada
brilliant, well-mannered fetlow such as he

waa just. the sort to turn the of a sim-
le-heanted’ like Kitty, knew but
ittle of iife nstive vitluge, or
of the arvifices.of _ men,
- Ezra noticed the change : _
anxiety, but he held his hoping the

young would soon q and
that .h'm';I would as soon : .
Epbraim was madly jeslous of such ardent
devotion to his betrothed, and one eveaing
when he had come down from his farm om
the hill to call on Kitty he said, in his blont
way, * Kitty, this young man from the city,
is growing too famillar with you. Imust in-
sist on having it stopped.”

' ““What s «illy, nonseasieal" boy you are,”
laughed Kitty inthe gayest manner possi-
hle, as though it was the yery funnjest thing
in the world. ¥ s

‘“Maybe I am,” he said with a sorfowful
sigh. *‘But you are not treatifg “‘measI
g:g?t (tio“bo treated; as you wouild want to be

ated. . <

‘“How do r?u want to be treated®? she

asked, coa
would want me to treat
ou,” he « ‘*Now suppose,” and he

xed himself as if he was about muking a
great and valid point, ‘*I should run half
my time with Susie Phelps or Bally Brown,
how would you like that?”

*‘How would I like that?’ sghe ecried,
lsughing in the heartiestand most provokin
manner. ‘‘Oh, I should enjoy that so much!
And it wonld be such fun! And—oh, dear!
Ephraim Bates and Susie Phelps. Bu
Eph—"’ she was very sober and very ironie
—¢‘you couldn’t do such a thing were you to
try a life-time. I am the only pretty girl,”
and she tossed her head and looked very
vain, *‘who ever had a particle of sympathy
for overgrown Ephraim Bates.”

Ephraim was stung deeply by these words,
for they were eruel words for her tospeak.
Besides like other men,had some con-
ceit, and believed bhe could have wooed
and won eold ’Bquire Phelps’s daughter as
iyeet:samﬂy as he had wooed and won Kitty

otts. 3

LKty he'nll;li harshly, ‘“after engag-’
ing yourself tome I am Eitl,re you have afo
right to ‘allow any gentleman to be so de-
voted to you as this strange féllow is.  Again
I must insist on its being stopped.”

Kitty knew as well as anybody he was
right, and it galled her to be told of it,
especially b’y Ephraim. But for the world
she wouldn’t let him know it galled her.

“‘Oh, what a queer hoy you are, Eph!” ghe
answered, pleasantly, and then added, with
a keen touch of garcasm, ‘‘Don’t you know,
Sonnie, that if I were confined exclusively to
you for male society I should get so sick and
so tired of you I should mnever, never want
to see you again as long as I live?”

Had Ephraim been a shrewd observer of
character, especially of female character, he
would not have allowed himself to be greatly

avated, for he would have known that it
pleased Kitty best to have him so.

“ Kitty,”” he said, uh:rp!r ‘‘you don’t
love me—you can’t love me f you speak as
you think.”?

¢ Oh, dear!” cried Kitty, bursting into an-
other tit of laughing, **what a silly, silly boy !
Did I ever tell you, did I ever tell an,vbndz'.
I lovel you? ﬁow be honest, Eph, did 1*”

‘““Didn’t you promise you would marry
me?* he asked, sternly,

“No, I"dldz’t,” she retorted, sharply. “1
may have told you something—I presume 1
did—that led you to believe I might, some
time, do such a foolish thing, but never in
my life have I told you I loved vou. But
what has that to do with it, anyway "

W hat has that to do with it¥’ he eried,
fiercely. *‘ Does not that promise imply you
love me?"”

¢+(Oh, dear, no!” she retorted, with a lan-
guid unconcern. *Itdon’t imply anything,
only that I promised a silly fellow something
I hadn’t oughtto. That’s all.”

“Are you in earnest?? he cried.

“ Never was more #0,” she answered.

¢ Then we will break our engagement, and
vou, Kitty P‘ts. will Tue the day it was

roken.”

¢+ Suit yourself,?’ she said, carelessly, and
tossing their engagement ring to the floor, L
Ephraim picked it up and the house.

*oor Kitty burst into tears when he had
gone, for she never suppo3ied their quarrel
would resnlt in such a manner. She thought,
however, like all previous quarrels, it would
end happily; so she soon cheered up and
gave herself no further trouble, but flirted
more boldly with her wild and handsome
suitor. :

In the past Ephraim had been in the habit
of walking with her to church on the pleas-
ant Sabbath evenings; and ever before they
had reconciled their little difficulties on that
day. Sunday came, but Ephraim eame not
with it, and the scalding tears started from
her eyes, and she reproached herself bitterly
for her cruel words, and would have fallen
at his feet and pleaded for his forgiveness,
for she loved him with all her sorrowin:s
heart.

She walked to church alone that night,
where she saw Ephraim with ’Squire
Phelps’s preity daughter Susie, and, poor
foolish girl! she swore revenge on Ephraim
Bates, and the next night it was executed.
In the morning it was noised abroad that
Kitty Potts had gone away with the wild,
handsome felow, and was married to him
in the city out by the sea.

It was near a death-blow to Ezra. For
days and weeks he lingered between life and |
death with a raging fever in his head. But
he mended slowly, and when he could go
about his work again he seemed almost as
sunny as he was in other days, but his heart
—ah, no! the great wound was not healed
vet. F¥From that terrible day he never spoke

er name, and every villager forbore to
mention it in his presence. =he lLiad written
him for forgiveness; but some things there
are men are not divine enough to forgive,
and Ezra set his heart hard against forgiv=-
ing the cruel wrong Kitty had done her fam-
ily and her betrothed. She never wrote him
r that; but more than a year afterward
he beard that her reckless husband, tiring of
her uhlrmsnn:lheau?. had abandoned her
and left her alone and friendless in the great
unmerciful city down by the sea.

But Father Potta cheered himself up and
wended his way up the hill, and opened the

at door of St. John’s, and elimbed the

Ifry stairs, and chimed the tine musieal
bells that sounded merrier and more music-
al than ever, for it seemed to Ezra and it
seemed to all the villagers, that the bells
rang sweeter in the Christmas times. But
hearts are gayer then, and life is brighter
then, and o star glimmers in the East
again and makes Heaven seem nearer and
dearer.

Presently Father Potts put on his coat,
shut the belfry door, came down the stairs

o -

street: but just as he was about stepping
from the threshold the light from the lan-
tern fell upon a bundle lying on the topmost
step.
‘POh. my !”? he eried, holding his lantern
above his head and bending down that he
mlﬁht. more distinctly see the ebject, *“Oh,
% what now!? A present maybe for my
e, ho, ho, or for me, ho, ho! Who'd a
thought that Ezra Potts, sexton, ’d find a
present on old St. John’s steps? Nobody I
swear! Here I've been atterding this old
stone charch for more’n thirty years, and to-
night I've a present for me or for my wife,
ho, ho!” And Ezra laughed and shook
himself, and bent close to and Isid his hand
on the bundle. .

s a Christmad turkey,” he cried; slapping
his sides, *Oh, agood fat Christmas turkey,
ho, ho! A fine fat turkey for Christmas, ha,
ha! Won’t my wife—oh, won’t my wife be
glad when she sees this I’ and he laid hold of
the bumndle, and stepping back into the

heavy shawl, wonderi
e and white, and
.‘.».t his senses and

church he placed it on a cushion and began
tourkey done u%In sue
he unrolled a blanket

“o;l;.tl.ord: Ob g Lard? .‘a& then he
gasped for want o - s hands |
together and looked half frightened, half

undoing it. He first coarse,
g send 8
n, and them
then he jumped half
cried:
pleased, as he stood beside the bundle that

- d & s 4
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I, my goodness
baby! a little live baby, as sure as I’m born.
O-oh, my, my—oh, my Lord!” and Ezra
Potts held his dim light very close to the
sleeping infant’s face, and bent his face very

close to it, that he might not be mistaken ** Ezra, what is it she s1ys about our little
and find it a turkey after all babe! Read that part over "

“‘It"s & real live baby!” he cried again. ‘I beseech you with all my broken heart,
¢Oh, my soul! oh, my wife! won’t she, oh, | I beseech you with these lul‘d:’ tears to
won’t sne be giud? Won’t Ezra Potts be | keep my to watch and snd care
glad, too? Woan’t Ezra Potts and wife be | for l:lstn u would your own, just as |
glad together? Oh, dear! a real fine baby. | you the little life that blessed you enece, |
Oh, dear! O-oh desr!” And Father Potis | that -oh-ppym-‘m ago.”?

upon his knees, half , half ery-| *‘Justas you did the little blessed

Christmas-eve, too. Oh,
! to Ezra Potts and wife a daughter, b
ho!’* And Ezra shook himself very
again, and his glistened with tears, al-
though he tried hard to push them back.
¢“The good Lord sent her!” he eried, wind-
l“ the tt:;e white l;l:n;ml nr:u::l thm;
ed, good ra sen T,
knowed just where to send her—bless His
name—and Ezra Potts and wife sha’n’t dis-
appoint the Lord, peither. Oh, my soul!
whata Christmas present! a present straight
to Ezra Potts and wife from the Lord. Oh
what a sexton is Ezra Potts! Whatas blessed
sexton, what a luckysexton! ToEzra Potts
and wife—"" and he laughed so hard again he
couldn’t for his life have added ‘ ‘daughter;”
and tying up the coarse, heavy shawl he
caught up his lantern and serambled up the
belfry stairs, and rang the bells again like five
great furies.

** Praise the Lord!” he cried, tugging on
the ropes like a mad man, *‘ for His mercy
endureth forever. To Ezra Potts, sexton
and Dorothy, his wife—oh, my soul!” and
he pulled more madly than before, which
brought the grave-digger, who lived in the
small red house just behind the chureh, into
the belfry. There isn’t a bit of doubt that he
believed the sexton crazy, for, besides ring-
ing the bells like mad, his coat and hat were
off and his long gray hair was flying over his
head and face.

* Praise the Lord !” yelled Ezra. * Praise
the Lord—to Ezra Potts, sexton of old St.
John’s, and Dorothy, his beloved wife, a
daughter.’” And on went the mad, musieal
bells, and speechless stood the grave-dig-
ger, as he watched the sexton while he rang
&% Christmas chimes as they had never rung

ore.

*“ A daughter, I tell you, Corney! A little
live daughter to Ezra Potts, sexton, and
Dorothy, his wife!’” and letting go the ropes
he donned his coat and bat in an instant, and
pﬁ'rnspiug the grave-digger’s hand he hurried

im down the stairs at a great rate.

“See that, Corney—see that there!” eried
Ezra, when he had unroljed the infaut.
“Ain’t that a Christmas present, Corney,
ain’t it, though?? and he slapped the grave-
digger hard on the back, who looked more
stupefied than ever.

“To Ezra Potts and wife, I tell you, Cor-
ney—I tell you a live daughter!” He put
his hands on Corney’s shoulder and sh/.ok
him with all his strength, which aroused the
grave-digger so much he bent over a trifle
that he might more plainly see the sweet,
placid face of the sleeping infant. o

Corney was a very slow fellow. His busi-
ness was a slow one, for, as the people of
Connyville were ususlly a long-lived,
tenaclous set, grave-digging was not a driv-
ing businese at any time. ut, finding his
petrified tongue, he said,

“Wa’al, I du declar’! Whar did you cum
hy that air chick®”

“To Ezra and Dorothy Potts from the
Lord,” solemnly answered the sexton.

“"T'ig, heigh?” said Corney. “* Wa'al, I
Kinder reckon as how I wouldo’t want the
Lord to brin%mnu)' sich eritters to me.”

* Ah,’" said Ezra, shaking his fingers, and
taking his bundle tenderly in his arms,
‘*don’t be scared, Corney, He knows into
what fold to send His little lost lambs. Oh,
my #oul, yes! He knows where to send ’em
—to Ezra Potts and wife, ho, he!”” And
locking the great door he hurried off into
the village.

“ Here comes Father Potts,”’ cried a band
of youngsters on a street corner, as Ezra
came in sight. *“*Have you got anything for
us?’’ they shouted.

“ Ho, ho!” he cried, merrily, “not a thing
—it’s a baby for my wife.”

*¢ A baby for your wife!” they all shouted
with boisterous glee. *“A baby for vour
wife. Hurrah for Father Potts’s baby!”
But none of them eould believe that Father
Potts really had a baby in the gucer-looking
bundle he was carrying.

“ Can’t we please see your baby " asked a
little girl, shyly.

¢ Why, bless your heart—hless my heart—
bless everybody’s heart!—come right along
and have a look—ail of you come and have a
look. My soul! come and have a look, all
of yon.” And they ail scampered along and
hurrahed for Father Potts and his baby, and
for Mother Potts and her baby; and every
fresh recruit that joined the merry rabble
hurrahed as loud and became as wild as any
of them. Tradesmen left their shops and
eustomers to see what under the sun the
matter was, and customers rushed to the
doors that they, too, mizht see the goings
on: and all the quiet villaze knew good
Father Potts had found ababy on the granite
steps of old St. John’s, and all the quiet vil-
lage went wild with Father Potts,

By the time he had reached the door of his
cozy cottage the infant had awakened and
began erying, which made the children
shout the louder, for beyond a doubt
Father Potts had a real live baby; and Mrs.
Potts, hearing such an uncommon racket,
hastened to the door to discover its cause.

“0Oh, my beloved!” cried Ezra. *‘‘My
wife and happiness! I'vesuch a present for
you—QO-oh such a present!” and as the reore
of children came trooping in, Mrs. Potts
thought her husband and half the village
had lost their heads, and she was so aston-
ished at such strange proceedings that for
a minute she could not have uttered a word
to save herself.

“ What have you got, Ezra?”’ she cried,
when she could find her tongue.

“ A baby, & baby, a live baby!’? shouted
the little rabble.

“What baby—whose baby?”’ she asked,
looking first at one and then at another of
the group, and scarce believing her own
ears.

* Ours!"” shouted Ezra. *“ To Ezra Po'ts,
sexton, and Dorothy, his beloved wife, a
daughter.’’ And he laughed, and the chil-
dren laughed, and Mrs. Potts laughed in
spite of herself, and undoing the bundle she
took out the nicest, aweetest little baby any-
body ever did see, which made the children
laugh and clnE their hands and think that
Father Potts had found the most wonderful
child in the world.

“ Oh, dear!” said Mr=. Potts‘ “ what a—
why, what a dear little creature! Whose can
it be, Ezra®”

* Qurs!” answered Ezra, solemnly.

““Yours!’' cried the children, who had
gathered close around it, as children always
gather around when there is anything to
seen.

“How, Ezra? Tell me something—any-
thing that will relieve me, for the suspense
is really awful.””

He told the children it was best they
should go away and come again on the mor-
row, when they could see the babe as much
as they liked; so they scampered lu%glly
away, hurrahing for the new-found baby
and the Pottses. And then Father Potts re-
lated to his anxious wife how he bad discov-
ered the child, and how he was very sure it
was a Christmas present sent them from the
Lord. Mrs. Potts was as joyous as her ex-
uberant husband, and she Jaughed and chat-
ted away to the little mite of humanity as
iqytlly as a young mother would have done.

nd then they discovered, tied around its
neck with a piece of ribbon, and hidden in
its snowy bosom, a rumpled note, stained
with tears, maybe, which Ezra, after putting
on his glasses, read as follows:

¢4 If you only knew how miserable, how

{ wretched, I am, instead of showering curses

n ' me you would have pity for me—such
ty as you mever had before. If you only
ew how hard—oh, how hard! it is for me

to part with my darling babe, so much dear-
er to.me than life ever was, then I know
mu would pity me, youwould love my poor

t as fondly as yon would your
own., Oh!I pray you for my sake, T pray
you for Christ’s sake, to take my little help-

?

less child. Ibeseechyou with all my
heart, I beseech you with these
tears to kea"p babe, to watch an
and eare for it ::{u you would

just as you did the little life that
!'D: Ouce, that made you ¥
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looeh{ou to keep my innocent s tO
eare Tor it as you would, as you di
own; and thougz its parents may have sunk
low down inthe cruel eyes of this cold, win~
try world, remember how He, born ina
Bethlehem » @ave you that blessed
ho%e of redemption which makes your |
so bright and glorious—and this little
may grow to bless and comfort you when
your fem are many and Wyour feet are
trembling near the ve. ateh over her,
I beseech you; guide her aright, I
{ou, and may Corist bless you; ms{ Christ
less my baby as He has not blessed its
“SUFFERING MOTHER.”

It was a very fortunste thing for Esra
Potts and wife that, just as he had finished
reading, the habe began to worry and re-
quire combined attention of the two joy-
ful Pottaes, for it would have been a most
difficult matter for either of them to speak
because of the tears that filled their eyes and
the great lump that had risen in their
throats. In a few minutes, however, sweet-
looking Mrs. Potts, in her neat y dress,
frilled eap, and spectacles, and whose dispo-
sition, by the way, was every bit as amiable
as her looks, said very slowly:

““1 have thought, Ezra, ever since vou
came in, that ma maybe it was her child
—our Kitty’s baby.”

“ Pshaw!” cried Ezra, striking his foot
very Bard upon the floor and luoking as sav-
agely at his beloved wife Dorothy as it was
possible for him to do. * Never talk such
nonsense again. I wouldn’t stand it; no,
indeed, I wouldn’t!”’

“‘Perhaps I was wrong in speaking my
mind, Ezra, but, somehow, I couldn’t heip
it; and, Ezra, don’t you think the baby looks
a little—just a little—as she did when she
was small ¥

¢ Nonsense again!” cried the sexton, hit-
ting the floor such a second rap with his foot
that it fairly frightened the little creature in
his wife’s lap half out of all its little senses.
“If you talk any more such infernal stuff 1’1l
sling that bundle plumb into the street—
mind vou, plunth into the street.?’

“Why, Ezra!” eried his wife, *you know
ou wouldn’t, would he, baby* And she
issed it a half dozen times. and fondled it,

and made a sizht over it, and then hehl it np
for Ezra to kizs, which the old fellow did.

“ Well, Dorothy, you must make up your
mind.”

“‘My mind, Ezra?"? she cried. ** Make up
mind about what?*”

“ About keeping it,”” he nuswered, point-
inz at the baby, with a very grave face,
though he didn’t feel grave—not a bit, good,
clever old =oul.

“ Lord bless us!" cried Dorothy. “It was
all made up just the minute you came in, for
the Lord knew well enough where this little
thing ought to come—of conrse He did.””

“Oh, myv Lord!*? cried Ezra. **Oh, my
soul, what 1 woman! My soul, what a wife
and what a ba-bee! Yes, to Ezra Potts,
sexton, and Dorothy, his wife—a daughter
—praise the Lord, a daughter.” And Ezra
laughed and shook bimself, and laughed
and shook the eottage walls, and set Mra.
Potts to langhing: which, in spite of all they
could do, set the tears a-rolling down their
cheeks,

They must have been the happiest, jolliest
folks in Connyvilla that night—or anyvwhere
else, in fact. But by and by Mre. Potts put
the baby away to bed and made Ezra go and
sleep in the company chamber, lest he would
forget himself and erush the little ereature.
And, Mrs. Potts's word for it, he came to
visit the bed no less than four times in the
nizht to make himsell sure the child had not
been sarreptitiously spirited away while his
good wife slept.

When the morning eamd—goodness, whit

| a morning that is to be remembered !—it was

guch a time as was never known hefore or
since in that house. In the first, place, the

| good old parish minister came eclattering in

before they had eaten breakfast and hegged
they would exense his haste and the absence
of his neckerchief, but he must see that
child. Sakes alive! they’d excuse anvthing
of him that morning, and he must needs
stay and have some breakfast and offer
thanks afterward, for Ezra said that on that
occasion thanks must be offered by one more
thorough in the husiness than himself; he
wanted it done up brown, he said—the curi-
ous fellow.

Then eame the children trooping back
agnin, bringing little presents amd things:
and soon afterward came all sorts of older
people bringing larger Smsenls and other
things; and they all made so much of the
babe and declared it was the most wonder-
ful little ereature anybody ever did seedn
that part of thé world, or anpywhere else.
And the minister over in the corner
said it all reminded him of that beautiful
scene in the stable of Bethlehem, when the
wise men came and gave their gifts to our
new-born Christ. He wanted to ¥now, too,
if all of them could teach by example the
great lesson of forgiveness He taught; if all
could forgive thelr repentant debtors as He
forgives us our debts. And Ezm, laying his
hand on the good minister’s, suld, with
streaming eyes, *“Praise the Lord, yes!™

But such presents! Rattleboxes, whistles,
all sorts of dolls, wooden horses and candy
dogs, and a red soldier with a blue gun, and
a real gem of a cradle from old Isaac’s, the
cabinet-maker, and *Squire Phelps gave it a
hundred dollars in sterling sdver. Every-
body was so happy, too, each resident of
Connyville had had just such a baby given
them they wouldn’t have been one bit -
pier. No, indeesd!

After all had looked atthe baby, and taken
it in their arms and kissed and talked to it
to their heart’s content—the baby, by the
whay, being in the best of humor and seeming
to enjoy it all—it was taken up to old St.
John’s Church to be christened. That
church bad never known such s like
that before. The vllhge.ilrlu had bre
all the flowers the town afforded, and 1
filled the chancel full; the evergreens were
so profuse it seemed as if one had somehow
strayed into a fairy’s grove; and the bells
chimed their merriest, and the organ pealed
fts loudest, and the choir theirsweetest,
and it was surely a joyful C tmas morn-
ing for all the happy village folk.

What do you think they named that little
girl? Christmas! Funny, wasn’t it?
t( h?ugh ever afterward she was known as

‘rissy.

When the service was fairly over with the
good parish minister took Ezra off one
and asked of him—he wanted to make sure
of it—if his heart was really full of unfeigned
forgiveness for all who had done eyl ﬂh“
him, and if he had peace and -will in
his heart for everybody, which ght the
tears to Ezra's e and made his volce
tretg’bhuhc » ** Yes, yes, Lord belping
me

i bm even mrd
K}ﬂwmhm asked, tzem::prlng-
lni:::h r:z.u and his voice trembling, too.

b down at this and sobbed

as though the -ﬁa:o! his heart were
bnten..‘ as th was sobbing for joy

instead of anguish. If he would forgive the
wayward, repentant girl and stretch out his

be his € ; ~y
“Everything,” Bzra murmured, ln & <
en volce; “I can »”
“ Amen !” .cried > ,r‘. .
merry this is g And
he had to wipe oyes '&I aln €

lyiEeted

|
llgi ls‘l‘i

i

L
§
i

The
Ms%. home is warm =
n1 and she wandered back
to :ﬁ-ul. and loved, and for-
Wx‘. nd.' l;g;&nm.a “':
G o et
st the A s::
&hzum‘joll i M“ﬂ::‘
o e, dnd e e B
bor Brown’s and borrow just a dézen
zomakou?.:he sixty thst were to
SEEET 4kl pe s
ot et P i K1
a | -
ﬂ.:lfus:‘uch'::ﬂ:‘in again—he

forgives! Ezra Potts will tell you that, and
Ezra Potts knows.

It was told afterward how the good parish
minister—bless his dear old heart !—brought
all this happiness about; how hé b

Kitty and her babe up from the
the sea; how he had her bmm

t

Jitfle

creature up and lay it on the granite steps
of old St. John's, that Ezra

babe, though the old fellow knew the min-
ute he put his eyes on it that It was Kitty's,
the likeness was 8o rfect—for the Pnrlnh
minister—and bless his heart in{—had
strong faith the littlg child woul lead them
back, and in very pleasant places, too.—

Buffalo Express.

—_—

Taste in Dress,

“Sue has a deal of taste," often
means only “She has a deal of
money."” ~Now that the fashionable
milliner and dress-maker ize cer-
tain laws of eolor, the fashionsble wom-
an, with a long purse, has simply to put
herself into their bands, and she will
never shock the eye by garments that,
as the Parisans say, ‘‘swear at each
other.” But for the poor woman—and
I mean only the comparatively poor
woman, now—one who Aas bonnets and
dresses sometimes—it is another thing.

Cheap s are seldom as fine z
tinted, and they seldom {fall into sac

aceful folds, as rich ones; and when a

nnet i bought one month, and &
walking suit another, the results are not
as perfect as when the whole costume
is in the hands of one modiste. But
there are ladies who produce a finer ef-
fect on a small sum than others can :?
8 one, for shape and color are, af-
terhmf the first requisites. = How these

ple manage is & mystery to others,
r::theym artists in their line. But
there are certain things that any one
ean do who wishes to look well-dressed.
The first is—take thought about L.
Whatever is worth doing
well. Before you go out to shop make
u r mind as to what You want.
Without this you ;;1‘1 be ta'llklftil into
ba som ou W atest
nnglllnﬁ is worn ?gt. (“which has oftén
occurred to me.’") After you have de-
cided upon fsbric and color, take a pen-
c1l and get at the cxact shm you can af-
ford per yard for the: piece goods—at
the number of yards of ribbon you want.
A half quafter too mnch wastes money,
or half s yard too little spoils & dress
that ean not be matched.

Then go out; ask for the thing you
want, and do not be beguiled into look-
ing at aoything eise. As to the color,

try itin a bright light—day or gas—as
you wish to wedr it. All New York
stores have a room in which to exhibit
colors by gas-light, and as navy blue
and hunter’s green are a dull black by
this light, and some shades of sage

n turn—to your horror—to lead
color, and most pnr'ples aré quite lost,
while a beautiful faint lilac becomes
dirty white, this is necessary if you want
to be sure what you are buying.

I think that, except to very handsome
people, who are quite conscions of their
own charms, buying & ready-made bon-
net is the most uﬁng of ordeals. To
stand before the glass with one’s hair
out of crimp—and whose is not at such
a time? there is a fate in it—and don
successively bonnets too lario and bon-
nets too small, bonnets, each of which
makes you look worse than the other,
under a fire of mechanical admira-
tion from the saleswoman: * Oh,
charming!” **That certainly becomes
you;" ¢+ that is lovely;" **that is the
most stylish you have put on;' * just
the s or you! I admire fhat,
ma'am:’’ with madame, fat, comforta-
ble, and with her hair in perfect crimp,
advi and even commanding from a
short distance, and some ten or fifteen
lady customers highly interested in the
affair, gazing at one unreservedly, with
that air with which :-;:Iw York women

each D‘hﬂf w ualequ.dmod
this is emongh-to break down the
self-com of & nun, or & prima
donna. More mistakes are made in the
bonhet h nervousness than 'i: any
™™, persons who can
not com;mnd the chief milliners of the
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and more endari for crucihle
which 1t ‘had had eleansed |
and purified it.
But Ezra Potts was happiest of them all.
it on each men
would forgive all their repentant debtors as

worth doing ||
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ablaze, no longer does he love the pow-

er of hhhmh

nd the power of Yet the

ﬁmhnﬂh Man is reverent

to the power of , and be glad-

lymhlltlhn—rwﬁ he can

control it, but when tuﬁnnlh

pld.mulhwuth ll¢=

al:t shivers the hardy oak of
or makes ruin of his babitation, Oh,

how he bows with fear before the power

he can not

You man who

bears all noble man-

hood,

He

lows;

even

ter?

than the

the ability

if he does

He can do
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